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In letters of red on the marble wall
Of that jewel-bedizened banqueting-hall,
"If ever a hell upon earth be found,
Te white-livered curs, look around ! look around I "
At midnight we drank the final cup
Of the sparkling wine, when the king rose up,
And   he   cried,   " My   comrade,   young   is   the
night, I will see this town by, the moonbeam's light1*
So we climbed to saddle, he and I, Beneath the peaceful, moonlit sky* With half a score of troopers tried, Forth we rode on that fateful ride.
The city lay silent   Our horses' feet
Clanged on the stones in tho empty street*
As on we rode with our bodyguard,
The   windows  were   shuttered,   tho   doors   were
barred.
But to us unknown, a million eyes Were watching our reckless enterprise, And behind each door with its bar of wood Arm&d men in waiting stood, For the city we deemed in slumber deep Had gathered herself like a wolf, to leap On our weary troopers when sunk in sleep*
The King was in his merriest vein
As we passed up a narrow winding lane.
And we laughed till the echoes around us rung.